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Author's Notes: 
IIWARNINGII! Incest! Do not proceed to reading if you don't wanna read incest!!! okll 


Now that that's out of the way, damn idk why this took me like several attempts to write. It just wasn't 
working for the longest time but | think | managed to pull it together into some cohesive smut in the end. | 
was very fixated on the idea of Joe being in control for whatever reason so | had to make it happen!!! idk 


anyway merry chrysler here's Goji sex 


If you would've told Jean-Michel Labadie that today would be the day he'd have his first threesome, and 
that threesome would be with two men, and that those two men would be the Duplantier brothers, he 


would've given you a really concerned look and suggested you see a psychiatrist. 


His day began with his typical routine when he was staying with Joe and Mario in New York, starting with 
waking up at a leisurely 10:36am, despite Joe having told him last night that he wanted him ready in the studio 
by 1:00am. He helped himself to the leftover coffee Joe had brewed, then hopped in the shower. As he was 
heading back to the guest bedroom to dress, Joe appeared, following him in. 


| thought you were down in the studio already," Jean-Michel said, raising his eyebrows at the singer and 
looking down at the clothes he'd laid out on the bed 


| came back up to wake you," Joe said. 
"Well, l'm up," Jean-Michel said, gesturing by throwing his arms out goofily. 
"| see that." 


The bassist stood there, waiting for Joe to leave and give him his privacy to dress. When Joe didn't move, 
he shrugged and dropped the towel so he could pull on his underwear. 


"lIl be down in a bit," he said pointedly. 
| also wanted to talk to you about something," Joe added, unperturbed by his band mate's nudity. They 
were French, after all. And Joe had seen Jean-Michel's bare ass many times in the years they'd been touring 


the world together. It was just an unspoken part of the job. 


"Go ahead," Jean-Michel said, thinking this was sort of awkward timing, but Joe always tended to speak his 
mind when he felt it was necessary. He pulled on his shirt. 


"What do you think about Mario?" the singer asked. 
Jean-Michel gave him a look. 


"What do | think about Mario? Joe, I've known you and him for over twenty years, I'm not sure what 


you're-—" 
‘| mean what do you think about him sexually?" Joe interrupted. 


"Sexually?" Jean-Michel repeated, pausing to contemplate such a bizarre and unenexpected question. "I've 


never considered Mario sexually.” 
"Well, l'm asking you to do that right now," Joe said. 
"What? Why?" 


"Because Mario asked me to." 


About twenty minutes later, Jean-Michel was naked in bed with Mario and Joe Duplantier, because that was 


just simply how his day was meant to progress. He certainly had no complaints for this new situation 


He realized quickly that Joe was fiercely over-protective of his younger brother, even when it came to 


such intimate matters as this. 
That was made more and more obvious each time Jean-Michel tried to place his hands on Mario at all 
"He likes it this way," Joe would say, stopping him to demonstrate. 
Or, "Be more gentle." 


The bassist didn't mind; it was actually kind of sexy that Joe was dictating what he was allowed to do to 
Mario. And with Mario laid out before him like a fucking platter, who was he to complain? He was being offered 


the main fucking course. 


The thought about what the two brothers did together when they were alone never crossed Jean-Michel's 
brain in the past because, well, they were brothers. And while the oldest one was certain there were lines Joe 
and Mario simply would not cross together, his imagination was beginning to run wild given the situation 
Duplantier limbs and skin moving together, soft sighs escaping their lips, hands grasping at bed covers and at 
each other - shit, Jean-Michel was beginning to get lost in his head when the sight before him was much 


more incredible than anything he could come up with on his own. 


Joe had literally propositioned Jean-Michel on behalf of his brother earlier. The bassist couldn't decide if 
that was the weirdest thing that had ever happened to him - or the hottest. Apparently Mario had been 
interested in him for a while and asked Joe to make it happen. And make it happen, Joe did. The older brother 
was nothing if not enterprising. And Jean-Michel was pretty weak-willed when it came to sex, so he opted to 


fuck Mario with little-to-no convincing. 


When Jean-Michel had agreed to partake in the enjoyment of the drummer's earthly delights, he had 
wrongly assumed it'd just be the two of them. He thought it unusual that Joe held his hand as he led him to 
the bedroom in which Mario was waiting, but then the man sat on the bed with them to watch - to monitor - 


as he and Mario began to make out. He realized immediately that Joe had no plans to leave. 
Luckily Jean-Michel was a bit of an exhibitionist, so he didn’t care. 


Jean-Michel knew the Duplantiers were close. But seeing them now, together before him, made him realize 
their relationship was a lot deeper than he could ever fathom. Joe's over-protection went hand-in-hand with 
Mario's unwavering trust in his older brother. Mario was open to him, ripe for the taking, but Jean-Michel had 
to go at Joe's pace. He ran calloused fingertips down the drummer's thigh, enjoying the way Mario flexed 


impatiently beneath him. 


"May | touch his cock?" Jean-Michel asked Joe, looking at him for approval. 


The singer nodded, and Jean-Michel wrapped one hand around Mario's rigid dick, giving it a few pumps. A 
few drops of precum dribbled out of the tip and slicked Jean-Michel's thumb. Mario hissed at the touch, and 
Joe stroked a few comforting fingers across his brother's hair, brushing it out of his face. 

God, Jean-Michel wanted to see them touch each other more. He kept his mouth shut, though; Joe was 
running this show, and he was merely a guest in this strange family affair. He'd hate to say the wrong thing 
and have it all end abruptly. 


He continued moving his fist up and down the silky hot skin of Mario's cock. The drummer's eyelids 


fluttered shut and he lifted his hips, moaning softly. 

"Suck it," Joe directed. 

"Yes," Mario breathed and nodded enthusiastically, "Please." 

Feeling playful, Jean-Michel looked at Joe. 

"His or yours?" 

The corner of Joe's mouth twitched into a smile. While Mario was completely naked, Joe remained clothed; 
regardless, Jean-Michel could still see a visible bulge in his tight jeans. He was enjoying watching his little 
brother with his bassist. /nferesting 

"Mario can decide the answer to that one," Joe laughed. 

His younger brother glanced over at him and grinned. 

"I'm willing to share," he said. 

"You sure?" Joe asked, seeming surprised. 

The drummer nodded and looked back at Jean-Michel. The bassist inwardly praised and cursed himself at 
the same time; now he had the task of pleasuring not one, but two men. This might prove to be too much for 
him to handle. 

He placed a tentative hand on Joe's leg while he leaned down to lick the tip of Mario's cock. The drummer 
put a hand on his face and stroked his cheek with his thumb. Jean-Michel dipped his head and took in as much 
of the man's cock as he could The moan he received ignited his body with heat; he really hoped Joe would 


allow him to do more to Mario than just this. He had told him Mario wanted to be fucked, after all. 


Meanwhile, Joe had unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock to stroke it. He watched Jean-Michel suck his 
brother's cock with darkened eyes. 


"Wait til you feel this, Joe," Mario gasped. "He's amazing.” 


That was Jean-Michel's cue to move to the older brother. Keeping one hand on Mario's cock, he shifted 


over so that he could take Joe's into his mouth. 

Having two men moan their appreciations for him at the same time was overwhelmingly gratifying and fed 
his ego. Now, Jean-Michel was achingly hard and ready to go. Still, he waited for Joe's direction and obediently 
continued to pleasure both brothers, taking turns using his mouth on each of ther. 

"| think," Joe panted after some time, "that it's time for you to fuck Mario.” 


Finally 


Jean-Michel sat up on his knees and looked at them both. Mario was gazing at him with darkened eyes and 


plump lips. His chest was red from arousal and his cock was rock hard. 


"How - how should | do it?" Jean-Michel asked, directing the question to Joe. The older brother reached 
into the side table closest to him and procured a bottle of lubricant which he handed to the bass player. 


"Just like that - facing him. With his legs over your shoulders," the singer said, pointing. "That's how he 
likes it best." 


Jean-Michel blushed and nodded, curious as to how Joe knew what positions his brother liked best. Was 
this something they'd done before? Invite an unsuspecting man into bed with them? 


"Show me how | should prepare him," he breathed, handing the lubricant back to Joe. The man's eyes 
widened for only a split second, and he exchanged a look with his brother. It was like the two spoke some silent 
language with just their eyes, which was something Jean-Michel had seen them many times do in the past. It 


felt like time moved agonizingly slowly, but then the singer took the hint. 


He watched as Joe pushed Mario's thighs apart. Mario dropped his head back against a pillow, relaxing his 
body and closing his eyes as the singer coated two fingers in lube. 


"Like this," the man said, and began to demonstrate. 


Jean-Michel's mouth went dry as he watched the singer swirl his fingers around Mario's asshole and then 
push them inside. 


He moaned from the sight at the same time that Mario let out a soft, pleased sound. 


"Fuck, Joe, that's hot," he breathed, watching as the singer concentrated on opening his brother up for him. 
"Holy shit" 


Joe ran his other hand down Mario's stomach as the drummer forced himself to stay relaxed. 


"Are you ready for Jean-Michel now?" the singer asked softly. He must've curled his fingers because 


Mario's cock jumped, and he thrust his hips up, letting out a surprised gasp. 
"Yes," Mario replied, eyes fluttering shut. 


Joe couldn't get out of his way fast enough. In seconds, Jean-Michel had Mario's legs thrown over his 


shoulders and was pushing inside of him. 


Ecstasy. Tight, hot, wet ecstasy. He was about to embarrass himself for sure, because he would not be 
lasting long. 


‘Oh my God," Jean-Michel cried, unable to contain himself. 

"Describe it to me," Joe said, "how he feels." 

The bassist looked down at Mario, who watched him steadily, biting his lip. 
"Amazing. Tight. So tight," he breathed. 

"You can be rough with him," Joe said. "He can take it. Right, Mario?" 


The drummer nodded. Jean-Michel began to move within him, trying to keep a slow pace as to not lose 


control too quickly. Mario reached out and grabbed his brother's hand. 
"Harder," Joe demanded. 
lm trying not to fucking cum," Jean-Michel explained, hands clamped tightly around Mario's thighs. 


"See?" Joe regarded Mario now. "| told you Christian would've lasted longer, but you absolutely insisted on 


Jean-Michel.” 
Mario smiled while Jean-Michel reddened. 
Christian?" he huffed, offended. "What the fuck, guys?" 
"IFs okay," Joe said, ignoring him. "| have a solution” 
"What's that?" Jean-Michel grunted as he continued fucking the younger Duplantier. 


Joe didn't reply, just crawled to the other side of the bed so that he was behind Jean-Michel, lube in hand. 


Realizing what he was going to do, the bassist paused his movements. Joe bit him on the shoulder at the same 


time he pushed a wet finger inside of him. Then he soothed the bite with a sweet kiss. 
Jean-Michel gasped, thrusting forward and causing Mario to cry out happily. 
"| don't see how this is a solution," Jean-Michel said, "If anything, it's going to make me cum fast-a-HAl" 


Joe pushed in a second finger, curling them around. He bit down harder on Jean-Michel's shoulder, surely 


leaving a mark. 


‘lm going to fuck you in your nice, tight little ass while you fuck my brother,” Joe explained lewdly, sliding 
his fingers in and out. Jean-Michel couldn't respond, unable to choose between thrusting forward into Mario's 
tightness or sitting back on Joe's fingers. Too quickly, Joe removed his hand, causing Jean-Michel to sigh at 
the loss. A few seconds later, however, he felt the pressure of Joe's thick cockhead pushing against his ass. He 
forced himself to relax as Joe entered him. The pain of adjusting caused Jean-Michel to fall slightly back from 
the brink of pleasure. Perhaps, with Joe's help, he could last longer for Mario. 


The drummer, not to be forgotten, yanked Jean-Michel down for a kiss. The older one groaned into his lips 


as Joe filled him as far as he could. He was absolutely overwhelmed with sensation. 
And then Joe began to move. 


Jean-Michel was pretty sure his body rose into a permanent state of orgasm. He clutched desperately at 
Mario, his body shaking in pleasure as they moved as one unit. He buried his face in the drummer's neck, 
shouting his passions, which blended with Mario's own happy moans. Joe muttered dirty things behind him, 
digging his fingernails into his waist as he drove into him. 


The three bodies writhed together, sweating and desperate. Hands gripped and scraped the skin of the 
others. Joe led the pace, and it was fast and rough. Beneath Jean-Michel, Mario jerked his cock with a tight, 
slick fist. By the sound of his breathing and the tensing of his body, the bassist had a feeling he'd be cumming 


very soon. 


Mario announced it with a cry, and Jean-Michel felt the hot semen splash onto his stomach. The youngest 
continued to moan as he came down from orgasm. Joe remained relentless in his pace, his fingernails digging 
deeper into Jean-Michel's hips. 


Overly sensitive, Mario asked his brother to stop so that they could switch positions. Jean-Michel whined 
at the loss of both brothers but allowed himself to be guided onto his side, on the other side of the bed. He 


was too sex-drunk to care what they did with him. 


Joe took his place behind him and pushed in once more; Jean-Michel was adjusting to that when Mario got 
onto his stomach and began sucking his cock. The bassist sighed happily, stringing his fingers in Mario's hair. 


Mario was an amazing drummer, sure, but he was even better at sucking dick. 


"He likes when you cum on his face," Joe informed him, holding him tightly with one arm as he continued to 
fuck him. Jean-Michel wanted to ask him how he knew that, but he refrained, too lost in the sensations with 
which the two brothers were gifting him. 


He allowed himself to rise into a shaky, tingling orgasm, each wave hitting ecstatically as Joe nailed his 
prostate. His toes curled as he took his cock out of Mario's mouth and painted the youngest man's face with 
his white hot fluids. Mario caught some on his lower lip and swiped his tongue out to taste it; he looked pleased 
as he sat up on the bed, face decorated in Jean-Michel's cum. 


Jean-Michel continued to be fucked by the older brother. He drifted contentedly in his post-coital high, 
barely registering Joe's endless stream of curse words as his own climax neared. The singer pulled out of him 
suddenly, choking out a moan as he coated Jean-Michel's backside with his release. 


The bassist laid there, too tired and contented to move. The brothers moved around him, cleaning 
themselves up. After a while, both rejoined him on the bed, Joe at his back and Mario tucking himself against 
Jean-Michel's chest. 


"Any time you two wanna do that again," Jean-Michel said, "I'm down" 
Joe chuckled and placed a kiss to the back of his neck. As they drifted off into a lazy, late-morning nap, 


Jean-Michel wondered if the brothers always came as a package deal. He'd have to take advantage of that as 


much as he could. 


